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The two Communists took me to one of the big fur stores,
the sort of R^villon of Moscow, which was shuttered and
sealed with Soviet seals because it had become " requisitioned "
property. We entered by a side door into a dark, cold, cave-
like building which resounded with our voices and our footsteps.
Then we got into a lift that was like a cage and carried us up
to what seemed to be the attic. It was long and low, and coats
hung from the ceiling like hundreds of Bluebeard's wives.
An old man who looked like Rip van Winkle and spoke German,
told me to make my choice.
The young Communists grinned and asked if I were a typical
woman or whether I would make my choice quickly. It was
too bewildering; I wanted them all! There was a brown
Siberian pony lined with ermine, and a broad tail with a saj>le
collar; there were astrakhans and minks, but a row of "Shubas"
riveted my admiration. A shuba is essentially a Russian
garment; it is a big, sleeveless cloak of velvet as ample as an
Arab burnous, that reaches to one's feet and is lined with fur.
There was a royal blue lined with blue fox, and a golden
brown lined with white fox. Rip van Winkle unhooked a
wine-coloured velvet, lined with sable and put it round me.
It was light as a feather and warm as a nest. I said (despair-
ingly) that I could not walk about the streets in velvet and
sable.
They said, " Sable is the privilege of the worker."
Still I hesitated, then someone suggested:
"Take two—take the sable and another more practical
coat as well."
I selected a black Siberian pony lined with grey squirrel.
It was heavy but warm. Then a black sable stole with, all
its sable tails was flung around my shoulders, and they asked
if I would like it. It seemed to me they were joking; I
answered laughingly that I would. Then they produced
a long wide ermine stole and asked if I would like that too,
and I, still thinking it was a joke, said I would have that, too.
It was not until we got downstairs and they made a bulky
newspaper parcel of the lot, that I realized it was not a joke
at all. I looked round and wondered whom to thank. Rip
van Winkle said:

